DESIGN    FOR    LIVING          ACT I
LEO: I'll drink Otto's health until the day I die!
Nothing could change that ever.
GILDA: Sentimentalist!
LEO: Deeper than sentiment: far, far deeper.
Beyond the reach of small enchantments.
GILDA: Was that all it -was to you? A small
enchantment ?
LEO : That's all it ever is to anybody, if only they
knew,
GILDA : Easy wisdom. Is it a comfort to you ?
LEO :  Not particularly.
GILDA (viciously): Let's have some more! cc Pas-
sion's only transitory," isn't it? "Love is ever
fleeting i" " Time is a great healer." Trot them all
out, dear.
LEO : Don't try to quarrel with me.
GILDA : Don't be so wise and assured and knowing,
then. It's infuriating.
LEO : I believe I was more to blame than you, really.
GILDA :   Why ?
LEO : I made the running.
GILDA :   You made the running!  (She laughs.)
LEO : A silly pride made me show off to you,
parade my attraction for you, like a mannequin. New
spring model, with a few extra flounces !
GILDA : That's my story, Leo; you can't steal it
from me. Fve been wallowing in self-abasement,
dragging out my kst night's femininity and spitting on
it. I've taken the blame on to myself for the whole
thing. Ernest was quite shocked; you should have
been listening at the door.
LEO: I was.
GELDA : Good! Then you know how I feel.
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